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A S diſtant Thunder ina rowling Cloud, 
Firſt Murmures inwardly, then Roars aloud 
O're the amazed liſt 'ning Crowd ; 
Till the Dread Clap ſcares ev'ry Mortal Ear.; 
Too weak Heav'ns angry voice to bear : 
Such was the {ad aſtoniſhing News 
Which February's 6" 1dea's did bring ; 
The Dangerous Sicknels of our Deareſt Kixa.! 
It ſtun'd all Ears, and did all Minds. amule ; 
All the ſad Tydings ſo bemoan, 
As if 'twere not His Sickneſs, but their Own. 
Trembling, and full of Fear we wait 
To know what the next Meſſenger will ſay ; 
And all the while we Weep, and all.the while we Pray. 
When ſuddenly Dearh's Herald ſpoke the Dreadful Fare — 
Alas ! the Miſerable Day'! | 
The News too ſad to Hear, too Killing to Repear. 
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Il. 
Horronr and Cryes fill all around : 
Diſtracted Looks, and Throbbing Hearts: 
As if 'twere the laſt Trumpets ſound, 
In ev'ry place are found ; 
And hideous Groans.do Eccho from all parts. 
Frighted with what jaw, and heard 
Bur much more with what I fear'd : 
The blaſted City ſoonT letr, 
And as of Reaſon quite bereft, 
L wildly roam'd about to ſeek ſome place 
Leſs Doleful than the City was ; 
Where without Partniers, or Lookers on, 
I might Enjoy my Grief alone : 
And for a little ſpace 
Might lay the weighty Burden of my Sorrow down. 


TIT. 
And long I had not rov'd about, 
E're an approv'd Retirement I found our ; 
Ruins, that to Religion Sacred were of Yore , 
Nor now le{s Venerable than heretofore : 
Where all things did my Melancholly Fancy pleaſe ; 
Murmuring Waters, awful Cliffs, and Wither'd Trees : 
There Cheerful Birds ne're Sing,nor e're blows Gentle Breeze: 
Nor any Beaſt, or Humane Face 
Was to be ſeen upon the lonely Place. 
To this Forlorn and Uncouth ſear, 
Well ſuited to my Troubled ſtate, 
ſoftly with my load of Grief retreat : 
Where each Rock and evry Tree 
Wou'd, (I knew,) Condole with me , - 
Oaly ftearn Fate would un-relenting be. 
Thus then with many a Tear and Groan, 
My Dead Prince I did bemoan. 
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IV. 


CHARLES, the Clement, and the Good'! 

CHARLES, the Flow'r of Princely Blood : 

Of all we Earthly Gods do call, 

CHARLES, the moſt Beloy'd of all! 

Our Heart's Delight, Joy of our Eyes ; 

And whom not we alone did prize, 
Throvgh the whole Univerle his Glory flies. 
Ev'n Nations Strangers to our Faith and God, 

Heard of His Fame, 
Rever d His Name, 
And Eaſtern Princes Dazled with his bright Renown, 

Which did ſo much Ecliple their own, 

Sent their Embaſſadors Abroad 

To Court the Favour of this Second Solomon. 

Of him to learn the Royal Art 
To Govern, and ſecure the-Peoples Heart : 

While Chriſtendom in ev'ry weighty Ail 
Did to his well-known Juſtice ſtill Appeal, 

Whoſe Word and Wiſdom ever turn'd the Scale. 
V. 

He that can tell che drops of Rain 

Which on an April day do fall, 

(Or his {ad Subjects Tears can count, 

Which to a greater number mount ;) 

May reckon up the Graces, but no all, 

(For that Eflay would be in vain, ) 

Which did adorn his Life and Glorious Reign : 

For who will ere Attempt to tell 

Things that are unexpreſlible ? 

Great Lord of Wit, Patron of Arts he was, 
Learning's ſtrong Atlas, Poetry's beſt Friend ; 
Crown with each Ray, and Bleft with evry Grace, 
Thar conld a Prince, or make, or recommend. 
Bur if in any one he could and did Himſelf Excei. 
"'T was that of Clemency ! 
Herein he was Heav'ns Parallel. 
Nay (be't with Rev'rence ſpoke) He Hea#n out-wene, 
In Pard'ning the Impenitent —— 


Is Heavn it ſelf fo Merciful as He ? Bur 
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VI. 
But as Ten Thouſand ſcarter'd Rayes 
By Art are made to Center in one Glaſs; 
So all the Tendernels and Love 
- Which in his Heart did towards all his SubjeAs move, 
Fizxſt on His Royal Brother tell, and through Him did pal. 
Not fearing | loſs o t Empire, or of Life, 
When High-dora FAMES's Foes were ri, 
Wien tawcy, Factious Senates menac'd high, 
And bluih'd not to Decry 
The Cro;vn's Jult Heir and Tiueſt Friend to Monarchy; 
Our King cloſe to His Brothers Intereſt ſtood, 
And ſtemd the Impettous Flood. 
To the Damnd Proje& ſoon he pur an end, 
And 'hew'd Himſelf not more a Monarch than a Friend. 
Friendſhip like This th World did never know, 
Save what the King of Heavn did ſhow, 
Who, for our ſakes, deſcending here below, 
Ceas'd to be Happy, that we might be ſo. 


& 2 I 
Hoy Dear to kleayn ics Chamoion was, our Prince 
(Who did fo well Defend the Crown | 
And Faith which He receiv'd from thence, 
Still yaluing the Publick-Weal, more than Hi; own ;) 
[.:t the long Chain of Miracles convince, 
Which, Maugre all the oppoſition 
Of Fiends, and Fiend-like Men combin'd in one; 
Deſtin'd him for, and Broughr him to,and kepr him on his Thron-. 
Witncls that ſhining Heral 7, "a 
To tell the World of His Illuſtrious Birth. 
As if Heav'n had hereby meant —— 
Another God is Born on Earth ! 
At Noon we ſaw the New-born Star 
Shine on his Infant Brother here, 
With a Mild A4ſpe&F, yet ſo Bright and Clear, 
As did out-vie the Mid-day Sun, - 
As far as He Himſelf all other Kings has done. 


And 
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VIII. 
AnJ when Rebellion Black and Dire 
Had haraſs'd long his God-like Syre , 
Whoſe Life ic Barbarouſly took away, 
Of all things Great and Holy made a Prey, 
And turn'd three Kingdoms into One Aceldama . 
- Qur late (Ah wretched word !) Heav'n- lov'd King. 
Kind Providence did wondroully convey, 
And ſhelcred Him beneath its wing, 
From all the Ills which War,and Chance. 
And Treaſfons blacker than the Night, 
Did 'gainſt his Sacred Life advance. 
Witneſs his Happy 'ſcape from Worter's Bloody-Fight : 
Where Hov'ring Angels with their Mighty Shield 
Say'd Him from all the Hazards of that Dreadful Field: 
And their important Charge, by ways unknown, convey'd 
'T' a'Neighbring Friendly ſhade, 
Where ſturdy Oaks ſtretch'd out their Arms on high, 
(Oh ſhame to Mans Barbaricy!) 
To Receive, and ſhelter Diſtreſs'd Majeſty. 
Witneſs, O Boſcobel, thy Monumental Tree ! 


IX. | 
From Thence through Dangers numberleſs, 


In mighty Wants, and deep Diftreſs 
At Home, Abroad,” by Land and Seas, 
(As once his High- fam'd Anceſtor, the wrandriug "0 Prince) 
By many a wondrous Providence, 
During his Nine Years Exile henies 
Heav'n its Regard of Him did Evid 
When the Almighty King to ſhew his care 
Ot ſuch as his Vicegerents are ; 
When Humane Force conld do no more ; And when 
Our dying Hopes cou'd ebb no lower ; 
Did by a Turn, Miraculous Reſtore 
Our King to Us, Us to our King again. 
To bring which Bleſſed work to walk 
Neither Man's Power, nor Policy had place , 
No Contract made, nor Blows were g1ven.. 
Bur the aftonith'd World ſaw 'twas 
The ſtypendious work of Heaven ! B $0 
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vo Great a Monarch, and fo Glorious, 
So much Belov'd at Home, and Fear'd Abroad ; 
{\uch too Good alaſs ! for Us: 
Wiiz as an Angel, Generous as a God 
Though calmly Sztcied on a Lofty Throne, 
W.15 no: above the Reach of Envious Lookers on : 
Which made him ſtand in need of Heav'ns high Patronage ; 
(And what he needed, he {till had,) 
To 8ave his Crown and Perſon from the Rage 
Of Men (with roo much Eafe )gone Mad. 
WW icncls thole Plots, the Fan's truittul womb 
So oft Conceiv'd, tho {til in vain, 
Againſt their Gracious Sovereign : 
(Where lometimes the Diſcoverer 
Play'd both the Devil and the Conjurer :) 
Which being by Heav'ns great care Abortive ſtill become, 
They added to the Wonders of his Reign : 
And made his Throne as fix'd and Glorious, as Wain. 
X L. 
When lo! the Prince who ſeem'd Heav'ns chief Delight, 
Its Darling and Prime Favourite, 
His Mid-day Glory's all full Blown - 
How ſtrangely are they Blaſted, Ah! how ſoon ! 
Bur what Heav'n rais'd, Heavn only can pull down. 
Down low as Eearth, this Son of the moſt High 1s come ; 
And all his ſcatter d Trophies ſerve, but to adorn his Tomb. 
Bur why ! no Prodigy at all * 
No Beacon-Comet fir'd above 2 
(No Monſtrous Births, no Storms, no Whale, 
Or to Prelage, Great K1Ns thy Fall, 
Or to attend thy Funeral 2) 
Which Nature's fright might ſhew, and Mankind's wonder moye. 
Why (ſeeing a wondrous Star Proclaim'd his Birth, ) 
Did not as Wondrous an Eclipſe foretel his leaving Earth ? 
Muſt God-like K1nes like Puny Mortals die ? 
Muſt CHARLES the moſt Auguſt - 
Be meanly crumbled like Plebeian Duſt 2 
VVhy dealft thou with th' Anointed, O King of Princes! why ? 
But 


/09% 
L713 
XIE 
But while thus Ravingly I ſpoke, 
VVich a ſtrange Horrour I was ſtruck, 
VVhich dim'd my Eyes, looſen'd my Joynts, and chill'd my Blond, 
Before me ſtraight a Vittonary fomewhar ſtood ; 
V Vhoſe Form I could not well diſcern ; 
The Genius, likely, of the place, 
Or ſome ſuch Airy Image 'twas ; 
Of Stature high, Clad in Blue miſts, Irs Viſage ſtern : 
VVhich with an angry Hallow Tone 
Thus ſtop'd me 
« Shall Mortal wight dare to reprove, 
« Or prie intothe things above ? 
«© The Prince whoſe Death you fo bemoan, 
&« VVas he not th' Almighties Loan ? 
< VVho only has took what was his own. 
<« His Awful Meen, and Heaveniy Eycs, 
\ « VVhich made all Hearts his Voraries ; 
« His Soul ſo Soft, yet truly Grear, 
« His Mind fo clear, and fo Sedate, 
« Prov'd well his Extract from the Skies, 
| X[IL. 
VVuh Milder accent, and Genteeler look, 
The Sprighr, Uels Frightful now,) thus farther ſpoke. 
« 'Fhen if your much-L.amented King 
« So Good and Amiable was ; 
« VVhy wou'd you have ſome dreadful thing 
<« The ſmoothneſs of his Reign deface £ 
«© Let Tyrants and Ulſurpers have 
« Sea-Monſters, and Rough Hurricanes 
« Foretel their Death, and dig their Grave, 
<« Such Prodigies ſuit well their Reigns : 
<« Comets have {till a noiſy end, 
«« V'Vhen calmly does the San deſcend: 
«+ Or if you muſt have Prodigies, 
©* Think of the Millions of VVeeping Eyes, 
<« The Trueſt kind of Elegres ; 
<«« Or elſe let This be reckon'd one, 
«© That 'tis a Prodigy —— That you have none. 
« In Halcyon-days your Dove like-Prince was born, 
* VVhich did with him return , 
« His Realms five Luſters have Peace's white Livery worn ; 
«« Living, He Peace beſtow'd on ey'ry fide, 
« Kept all in Peace, and Peaceably He Dy'd. Ic 
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X1V. 
: Tarce had (poke; when, Lo! a ſudden Thunder 
CFO ds at {1:it jt dt: 4 2ppear) 
<hak'd the Thin Ghouit alunder 3 5 
Which trait difiolv'd into its Primitive Air. 
F.om the cold Turk 2,2 eats raisd my Head, 
Leſt there my Lo:d ot Grict, and tothe Town for thelrer Nl ds; 
E're (as I thought) tlie St orm ſhould fall upon my. Read. 
The Qty [von | reach 'd, help'd with the wings of Fear : 


But my 61 Grit and Fright ſoon chang'd into new Dread and Yonder 
\A 1-1, what I took for Thunders noile, 
A (econ: i: i inform'd me was the Caxor's roaring voice : 


V. i::ch 1:d me ioa Zoyal Crovd 
T tzat with Great Triumph did Proclaim, 
With Joy ful Shouts and Acclamations Loud, 
A new Kings Title, and Imperi al Name, 
Amaz'd at [his {o eafte Change, I (aid, 
May this Prodigious Shour ftrike a}l His Enemies dead —— 
Long, and as this Day Peacetul be his Reign, | 
An dmay His God-like Brother live in Him again. | 


XV. 
Poets of old, were Prophets deem'd ; 
Andif They now were ſuch eſteem' d 
(Ard who knows but they may ?) . | 
If our Predicting Rhimes | 
May lucky Omzens prove to after Times, | 
And, that ſome Good may be preſag'd from Nazzes ; 
Then would I boidly ſay 
Theſe Reams are doubly bleſt in that of JAMES. 
Great Pritain's Glory did Commence | | 
Wien the Firit Z AMES did tothe whole give Law : | | 
He Joyn'd the Kingdoms, and deriv'd from thence | 
That long white Row of Peaceful years our Happy Fathers ſaw. 
The Second JAMES by Heaven's Decree 
Will the great Healer of our Breaches be, 
And as Hi; Wiſdom does already give our Fears Relief, 
So will His Mercy ſuddenly Gure all our Publick Grict. 
Well skiil'd He 1s in alli His Royal Grandlires Arts, 
Who joyn'd both Crowns, as He will do all Hearts. 
May Heaven fulfil, and own the Propheſic: 
But Jreland, ſure, above the reſt 
In that Auſpicicious Name is doubly blcſt : 
For while the Royal ZAMES the Frgliſh Crown does wear, 
And Ormond's Noble 7 AMES remains His Vice-Roy here, 
IRELAND will ne're again know cauſe of Publick Grief, or Fear. 
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